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Abigail B.

Nothing says summer like a bonfire and marshmallows. Summer is my favourite season. It's hot,
sunny, and perfect weather for camping. I love to canoe, swim, hike, kayak, and go rock climbing.
But after a long day, I love to settle by the campfire and eat s'mores. It's all great fun, until the
mosquitos come, then it's done!
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Adriana C.
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Amorette R.

This month I decided it would best if I introduced the two most important people in my life: my
parents. I love photography because it’s a way to snapshot a moment and remember it forever. I
have family that lives abroad so having the ability to take a picture and send it to them in seconds
facilitates communication amongst us. We went to the beach a couple of weeks ago as a way to have
a vacation. We went up north to Kincardine. We had the most delicious bread from a local bakery
and decided to have a picnic on the beach. My brother tried to teach me how to play football,
emphasis on the tried. After an hour he gave up and we all sat together to watch the sunset. I saw
my parents sitting together and pulled out my camera to take a picture. I think this image captures
perfectly the moment and reminds me of the blessings I have.
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Andy G.
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David R.
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Dylan J.
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Emma K.
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Isabella St. L.

My name is Isabella and I'm 15. I'm an only child but I have 2 cats that are basically my
siblings. Their names are Smokey and Lacey. I love to paint mostly but I'm interested in lots
of different mediums like watercolour and drawing with markers. I play competitive soccer
all year round as well as volleyball and field hockey for my school. I am in high school, I am
going into grade 10 this year. The school I go to is very academically competitive and I am
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participating in the IB program. I am very invested in my future and I want to become a
lawyer, specifically a defense lawyer. I am also keeping my options open since I am so
young. Currently, I have a job working at a retail store. My life has been fairly different from
most kids' childhoods. I was born in Windsor, Ontario and by the time I was 7, my mom got
a job opportunity in British Columbia and we lived in British Columbia for 5 years. After my
mom's 5-year contract, we decided to move back to Elmira, Ontario for a month and then
moved into a rental house in Waterloo. Now we have been living in our own house in
Kitchener for around 2 years. I have had my fair share of new people, new schools, and
different areas. All the experiences have shaped me as a person and I think for the better.
I've learned how to make friends fairly quickly, I've learned how to make teachers like me,
and for the most part it's helped me understand people better. The more people I meet, the
more stories I hear, and the more personalities I encounter all make me more self-aware.
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Jimin H.
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Jane H.
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Joyce S.

This month I tried using watercolors to create the flow of the colors, especially in the water.
A fact about me is that I love bright, vibrant colors. I decided to create a toucan in this piece
because toucans are very colorful and they boast beautiful oranges, reds, and blues.
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Penny B.

I love to go on vacation with my family. One time we went on a Disney cruise and had a
great time. We ate a lot of desserts and made memories that will last a lifetime.
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Samridhi G.

Since the prompt for August was to represent something about myself, I decided to draw
my Patronus, which is a fox. For folks that don’t know about Harry Potter, a Patronus is an
animal that represents you. Depending on how you interpret it, my Patronus can tell you a
lot more about me than something like a self-portrait, as it shows more about who I am
versus what I look like.
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Sevinc Y.

This month, I decided to paint this blue jay because they’re one of my favourite birds.
Occasionally, I’ll see them flying about and it always makes my day. I love observing nature
so I thought this would represent me well. I drew this digitally using a new app I was trying
out. Recently, I discovered digital art and I’ve been very curious about it. It was much harder
for me than traditional art but I still very much enjoyed it!
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Caitlin M.

Hi, my name is Caitlin!

I love interacting with new people and I’m super excited to get to know you! What is your
name? I was hoping we could learn a bit about each other. I’ll start by telling you a bit about
myself!

I am a very involved high school student who is always looking for new and fun challenges
and activities to try in order to get more involved. I am a part of the advanced placement
programs, leadership class, business team, and my schools ski team. I’m really hoping to
get even more involved at my school as that is something I enjoy. I am a dedicated,
organized, and hardworking student who loves school and being an active member in my
community. I love to dance with my friends in multiple different group dances, including a
solo, as well as competing every year in those dances. I also like to volunteer at my dance
studio with younger students because teaching them makes dance even more fun and
enjoyable for me. I truly love building those new relationships with the younger students.

I love spending time with my family and friends, doing puzzles, playing games, and just
talking. I love to bake, do tricks on my trampoline, and teach myself gymnastics. Even
though I’m not too fond of art class, I love playing around with artsy projects like painting,
drawing, bracelet- making, and many more craft type things! As I continue on the rest of
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my high school journey I’m hoping to take more business courses to possibly become a
business teacher!

I was hoping we could share some of our favourite things as that may help us to get to
know each other better. I love the colours blue and yellow, my favourite animals are dogs
and tigers, my favourite dance style is jazz, and my favourite food is hamburgers. My
favourite courses in school are leadership and business, my favourite summer activity is
going to my cottage, and my favourite number is 63. I love the fall season because it’s so
beautiful and the weather is perfect. It’s also back to school time, which I LOVE! What are
some of your favourite things?

Anyways, how have you been doing during this weird time? It’s definitely been a little
strange and takes a bit of adjusting in order to get used to staying home a little bit more
often! I’ve been watching lots of TV, working on new crafts, and learning new gymnastics
tricks and tricks on my trampoline. I’ve also got to spend a lot more time with my family,
which was great! I mentioned a couple times that I really enjoy working on crafty projects so
I thought it would be really cool if I showed some pictures of my work from these past few
months.

18

What have you been doing throughout these past couple of months to keep busy? I wish you
and your family the best during these crazy times!

Sincerely, Caitlin M.
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Erin S.

Hi, my name is Erin. I’m 14 years old and I’m going to tell you a little about me and what life
has been like for me during these past 5 months.

As a lot of people have lately, I’ve spent a lot of time working on the culinary arts. Up until
the quarantine started, I didn’t have time to do a lot of cooking. Now that I do, I have been
able to make all sorts of new and exciting things. Some of my favourite things have been
garden rolls, potato pancakes, and curry. I’ve always loved to bake, but there were some
things that I had never had the time or courage to try. During quarantine, I finally learned
how to make butter tarts from scratch (something I had been wanting to do for a long time).
I was also able to make my dad’s favourite dessert, angel food cake, which he hadn’t had in
years because no one in the house knew how to make it. Because of all the baking and
cooking I’ve been doing, my mother realized that I had made enough recipes to fill a
cookbook. She thought of an idea that I’ve now been putting into action: making a
quarantine cookbook. I’ve started to type up my recipes and design the book. I’m hoping
that I will be able to give out copies to friends and family or even sell them to fundraise for
a charity.

I’ve also been getting in touch with my visual arts side. I learned how to make different
kinds of origami, draw and paint intricate watercolor animals, and crochet. I’ve bought the
supplies to crochet a hat, though I haven’t started yet because I’m currently working on my
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knitting. I’ve been knitting squares to donate to a charity that will make them into blankets
for South African orphans. I also recently bought a tripod and I am excited to use that to
take photos at my cottage. My favourite thing to do in the summer is go to my cottage. I
love to swim and pretty much love all water sports, but my favourite thing to do is go
kayaking. The lake is so beautiful and there’s so much I haven’t been able to explore
because we don’t have a motorboat. I’m hoping to go kayaking every day and get to explore
more of the lake. I’m also hoping to learn to windsurf. I’ve tried in past years but it’s hard to
find a day with just the right amount of wind. My cottage doesn’t have a very good internet
connection, so it’s nice to spend time unwinding without technology - it gives me a chance
to catch up on all the reading I want to do.

My cat is the one member of my household that’s happy that we’ve been at home so often
over these last five months. His name is Lincoln and he’s a six-year-old Birman. He’s been
happy to have people to spend time with since my family hasn’t been at work or school.
He’s also thrilled that it’s summer because it means that he can look for bugs that are
drawn to our windows every night. He can never catch them through the glass, but he tries
as hard as he can.

I hope this letter lets you get to know me a little better. Please feel free to respond.

Be well, Erin S.
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Laura W.

Hello! My name is Laura, a sixteen-year-old girl who loves to write stories and paint. I can
remember from an early age writing stories in random notebooks I found lying around my
house. I’ve always had a passion for writing and reading. The last couple years I’ve also
really gotten into painting. I’ve never been the greatest in art class but found some abstract
painting techniques online that I just had to try one summer and now it’s my favourite
pastime. It’s basically mixing paints and a certain water/soap mixture together into a cup
and flipping it onto a canvas to create a swirly marble look with the different colours of
paint! It’s really fun and messy and is a painting technique anyone can do, no matter your
artistic level!

Another thing I love to do is hang out with my friends. I have two amazing friends who I
have known for five years now. They are the sweetest and most amazing people I know and
I always have a great time with them! Just recently, we did a socially distant backyard movie
night. My friend put up a white sheet and we projected a classic movie, Grease, onto the
sheet. It felt like our own mini drive in theatre. Since the pandemic, we have come up with
creative ways to have fun but always stay six feet away to ensure everyone’s safety.

Family and friends are very important to me. I come from a family of five children and I am
the fourth born child. Growing up with four siblings was always interesting and fun. The
house was always lively. I remember watching my two older sisters in awe when they used
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to do crafts, paint their nails, or do their hair. I remember watching my older brother play
video games and always enjoyed how fun he made them seem. I remember just how lucky I
was to have older siblings who I looked up to as role models. I adored everything they did
and wanted to be just like them and I’ll let you in on a tiny secret, I still want to be just like
them! As the years went by, my older three siblings moved out and started their own lives,
but I continued to learn from them. They’ve taught me some of the most valuable lessons in
life and I cherish every moment I get to spend with them!

During this pandemic, I’ve utilized the spare time I’ve been given and have started to learn
new things and try out new hobbies. I’ve taken to trying my hardest to learn Spanish for fun.
I use an app on my phone called Duolingo that teaches me 5-10 minute Spanish lessons a
day. I have been keeping track of the days and have been learning Spanish for 165 days
which is a huge accomplishment for me. I will state now that I am not fluent in Spanish yet
but I can read and understand it pretty well. Another thing that I have been doing daily
during this pandemic was FaceTiming (video calling) my grandmother and playing Yahtzee
(a dice game). My grandma suggested playing every day at the start of the quarantine and
we haven’t stopped or missed a day yet. Every day at 1:00 pm, I sit down at my kitchen
table and she sits down at hers and we play our game while FaceTiming each other! We then
keep track of how many games we’ve played and how many games we have won. I think
now we’ve played for 164 days and every fifty games we throw a party and I make
decorations and hats to celebrate the 50th, 100th, and just recently our 150th game! It’s a
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big accomplishment for myself and my grandma and we both really enjoy our daily calls to
each other since we can’t get together because of COVID-19.

That’s a little bit about me, all the things I love to do, and the people who are the most
important to me. I love getting to send in my short stories and share them all with you and I
hope you have been enjoying my short stories so far! I look forward to sharing even more
stories with you all!

Sincerely, Laura W.
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Seniru P.

Dear whomever may read this, I find that for me to tell anyone about myself is a really
difficult topic, because of the number of ways to approach this topic. I could go on and talk
about my physical appearance, my likes and dislikes, and whatnot. But in order to make this
special, I wanted to delve deep into an issue about myself I've been dealing with for a long
time: I am an egoist. I care about myself and my problems but not everyone else's
problems. How do I change? First of all, almost everyone feels this way to a certain degree.
Second of all, there is hope in this situation if you're honestly willing to work at it.

Fortunately for us, everyone's favorite topic is themselves. That's no real surprise, it's what
they spend their time thinking about and honestly the topic they are the most educated on.
We can actually use that to our advantage. If, for instance, a person has a couple of children
and they seem like proud parents (it can be anything they have a genuine interest in), it's
incredibly simple to talk to them about their children. Now, doing this does a couple of
things for us. First, it's easy to talk about because people will support their side of the
conversation about their kids mostly on their own. Second, this interest in their life
generates an endearing attitude from that person to us which, over time, will build trust and
friendship. Third, this satisfies a need for affirmation in our own lives if we understand this
profoundly simple interaction fully. When we listen to someone else, we are providing them
affirmation that they probably aren't getting anywhere else. We are succeeding in a social
interaction, getting better at it, and developing personable skills. This will bring satisfaction
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by virtue of being excellent at something, much the same way being good at a video game
brings satisfaction from personal excellence. In my opinion, this understanding can bring
personal satisfaction and develop a relationship with another human being.

Now, this takes time, and is most difficult in the beginning. I will say that the entire effect
will be ruined if as soon as they finish talking, you begin talking about your life and
problems. Refrain from that. If they ask about your life, be polite, but brief with your
answer. This is extremely hard to do, but keep trying, you'll get better. A good book that
talks about this in depth is How to Win Friends and Influence People.

Other than that, I'm a grade 12 student at Cameron Heights who enjoys sports and
spending time with my family!
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Faiza N.

Books are very special to me. They’re all so unique and each of them tell a different story quite literally. As a kid, I was always ahead of my classmates when it came to reading levels.
I was good at reading and would read practically any book handed to me.

As I got older though, I noticed myself drawing away from reading. I became more picky
about the books I read. I think it’s because I like to feel something when I read. Books are
so much more than words on a page.

Personally, I like teen romance novels or novels surrounding mental health and/or current
events particularly surrounding Islamophobia. Romance novels make me feel all fuzzy and
warm inside. They’re often so enticing and always have me hooked. I’ve never been in a
relationship of my own - not that I want one right now anyways - so I guess romance novels
just make me feel like I’m one of the characters living in my own fairytale romance. I like
reading novels surrounding mental health because I feel like it’s such a prevalent topic that,
for some reason, doesn’t get much attention. Also, I know many people who struggle with
mental health issues, so I guess reading those books makes me feel safe.

I especially like reading books about young Muslims - particularly girls - and how they deal
with Islamophobia. As a young Muslim girl myself, I don’t wear a hijab, and am lucky
enough that I’ve never encountered Islamophobia personally. I’ve never seen or heard my
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mom encountering it either, as she’s someone who does wear a hijab. However, even if I
haven’t experienced it, it doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist. Reading such books gives me hope,
strength, or even courage, if you will, to one day wear a hijab, or if not, at least live in an
Islamophobia-free world.

Books are really important to me. I love melting into the story and finding myself in a
different world. It’s a completely therapeutic and underrated way to pass time and I’m so
grateful that I’m one of those people that can genuinely enjoy reading.
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Jaiden V.
Marla’s Makeover
My sister and I have the sweetest dog in the world. We adopted her in 2013 from the
Humane Society. Marla is cuddly, sweet, and overall, the perfect pet. Then, four years ago,
my family moved to Canada (driving for multiple days with a sister, two cats, and a dog, but
that is a whole different story).

Our first summer in Canada, my sister and I didn’t know anyone. Unfortunately for our dog,
that meant that we had a lot of time on our hands and an extreme lack of common sense.

One day, my little sister came up to me with a great idea. With my full eleven years of
wisdom, I immediately agreed to her plan. Armed with a black pencil eyeliner, we cornered
our very confused dog.

Ten minutes later, Marla walked away with two very distinctive eyebrows. Although my
sweet little dog is normally the picture of innocence, her eyebrows turned her into nothing
short of a cartoon. Extremely proud of our makeover skills, we laughed the entire way
downstairs to show our mom.

For some reason, she found this a lot less funny than we did. In a matter of seconds, we
were banished to the backyard to bathe the eyebrows off Marla. My sister and I left her
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outside for five minutes to grab soap and towels, then returned to the backyard - the empty
backyard.

Our mischievous and slightly irritated dog had managed to dig under the fence - again. Even
though she had done this before, my sister and I were still terrified that our dog was lost
forever. After half an hour of searching, we finally got a call from a neighbour that they had
found her. With extreme relief, my mom, my sister, and I climbed into the car to go pick up
Marla. As we pulled up to the house, we were greeted by our dog bounding towards us with
a gleeful expression on her face.

In all the stress of looking for her, we managed to forget about the eyebrows that we had
created. The second we glimpsed her ridiculous face, my sister and I couldn’t stop laughing.

As I showered Marla with hugs and kisses, my mom sheepishly climbed out of the car to
thank the family who found our dog.

When my mom got back into the car, she was shaking. She slowly started the car, then
turned to us, red with embarrassment. As soon as she caught another glimpse of Marla, she
burst into laughter.

Apparently, it is embarrassing to draw eyebrows on your dog and have her run away.
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Megan S.
The 60’s Library
As I tuck her into bed, she asks the question I’ve been waiting for since I knew I was going
to be a grandmother: “Grandma, how did you meet Grandpa?” The question that consists of
only six words suddenly causes me to take a seat and with a smile I reply, “Well sweetie, it’s
the cutest story ever known to man.” As the tears start filling my eyes, every single memory
of that man comes racing back to me.

I finish tucking my nine year old granddaughter into bed and hop into mine. As I stare into
space through my window, I find myself holding hands with him. My dreams tonight are
about him.

It’s 1963 and the cold October afternoon causes me to start snuffling and cozy up in my
itchy sweater my Mother knitted me for Christmas last year. As I’m opening the door to my
favourite library “The Lazy River,” I find that my spot is taken by a young man. He’s around
the same age as me, 15ish, give or take a few years. He smirks as I ask him if he could
move so I could study and read in peace. This stubborn boy says he will only move if he can
stay and talk with me. We talk for hours until I realize I have to run home because it is
already past 8 PM. I am supposed to always be home by 6 PM. I’m in trouble, but the way
I’m feeling as I’m running home is the happiest I’ve ever felt in years.
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When I get home, my Father is sitting in his favourite wooden rocking chair. As I’m trying to
sneak up the stairs without making a noise, the broken step squeaks so loud I guarantee it
echoes throughout the house. My Dad whispers, “I’m happy you're home safe.” This is why
he will forever be my best friend.

The next day I cannot get this boy out of my mind. Last night, I had a spark, a special
connection with him, yet I didn’t even get his name.

Every day for the past week, I rush to the library after a long day to study. That is not the
reason I’m there every second I can be. I want to meet the boy again. I keep this routine up
for two weeks and now my Mom says I don’t have enough time to continue this habit as I’m
needed at home to help out with chores. I tell her one more day and then I will stop, she
nods her head in regretful agreement. I smirk and head up to my room where I just stare at
the beautiful stars until the morning sun pops its head over the hills in the distance. I
realize that I just accidentally pulled my first all-nighter.

When my Mother yells for me to come downstairs, I suddenly remember that it’s Saturday my last chance to meet this boy again. I have hope that today is the day. I kiss my Mom on
the cheek. As I jog to the library, the librarian is just opening the doors for the day. Her
name is Catherine and she is the sweetest soul I’ve ever met. She understands me. She gives
me a smirk as I tell her why I’ve been coming here for weeks repeatedly. She gives me a hug
and whispers in my ear, “I think today will be the day he comes back.”
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Sure enough, around 2:30 PM, there he is. He opens the doors with purpose and quickly
looks around and starts heading over to my special seat. Without breaking eye contact, he
recites the first sentence I spoke to him. “Could you move out of my seat? I need to study in
peace, please.” With a smirk I respond “Only if I could stay and talk with you.”

He sets his bag down and pulls out a letter. He gives it a quick kiss and passes it over to
me. In the letter he wrote, “Hey, we never formally introduced ourselves to each other.” I
look up to him and he says “My name is Oliver James, by the way.” I respond “My name is
Grace Brown.”

Hours pass and he asks if I ever step foot out of the library. I look down at my feet with a
small smile, and as I’m about to respond, he raises my chin with his hand to make eye
contact with me.

He laughs and questions, “Could I take you on a date?”

My heart starts racing and I quickly respond, “Take a guess.” I hold my hand out in front of
him and say, “I know a place.”

As we hold hands walking down Main Street, it starts pouring out of nowhere. He takes me
under a street light and tucks a piece of hair behind my ear and says “You make my day a
thousand times better.” I hug him with all of my passion. I’ve never felt safer.
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I wake up the next morning to my granddaughter saying, “Grandma, could I know the story
now?” Life is good.
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Morgan G.

Dear July 2018 me,

Hi younger self, I’m you in August of 2020! Before I get into life lessons and other things, I
have to say this because I am still a Frozen fan: Frozen 2 comes out in late 2019!! The
songs in it are awesome, I’m still listening to them now, even half a year later! But back to
this letter. I’m not going to spoil the events and news of 2019 and 2020, but I will say this:
don’t assume things.

You make a new best friend between 2018 and now, but you almost lose them because you
didn’t try to see things from their perspective. Please don’t assume things. Always be open
to other people’s perspectives. Recently, this same person taught me something: that you
can’t trust people’s words, so pay attention to their actions and patterns. “I do not trust
words. I even question actions. But I never doubt patterns.” The girl who comforted you
when your heart got broken? Well, let’s just say that she doesn’t exactly stick around when
you get to high school.

I can’t say much about what happens between then and now, but please, value your time
with your best friend. And remember, she does trust you, she just wants to protect you. I
know, I know, you’re at that point right now where you hate when people try to control you
and protect you, but it’s only because they care about you.
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Next thing: when you see red flags or when your gut instinct warns you about a person, pay
attention!! Don’t keep someone in your life just because you’ve known them for a while trust me on this. Sometimes holding on does more damage than letting go.

Coming back to the topic of 2020. Guess what!? Your second year of Rangers will mark ten
years of being in Girl Guides!! A decade - that’s a huge accomplishment!!

Also, you do lose your interest in writing for a while, but 2020 seems to be the year that
writing comes back into your life! You are currently - I mean you will be - involved in a few
different things where you get to share your writing with others. In high school, you’ll get
involved in a lot of new things, and so many new and amazing learning experiences!
I don’t remember what your favourite book is, but I have two right now. One of them
motivates me to keep writing, because I’m unique, and so is my story. The second one
reminds me that you only live once. You only have one chance, so don’t waste it. Don’t wait
to confess, don’t wait to ask how someone is and don’t wait to go on that trip, or get that
dress, or whatever it is. You never know when your hourglass called life will run out, so live
in the present and don’t live with regrets. Remember: “yesterday is history, tomorrow is a
mystery, but today is a gift - that is why it is called the present.”

One of the most important things I’ve learned is that sometimes you have to forgive
someone who wasn’t sorry and accept that someone is never going to apologize. Believe in
yourself. With love, your 2020 self.
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Samirah N.
Recipes
On the nights before Eid, my mom let me eat as many sweets as I wanted. She’d buy jalebis,
even though she’d complain that they weren’t as good as the ones she used to get in
Bangladesh. These were too cold, too sticky. Eid, the Muslim religious holiday of breaking
our fasts, is and was a day for eating and celebrating, so she’d also make a big feast and
sweet puris piled high in a metal bowl. After dinner, she and I would sit on our prayer mats
and we would pray together. In a cup, she’d light an attar incense candle, pull smoke from it
with her hands, and wrap it around my face, mithai crumbs on my lips.

Food is a big part of any South Asian holiday, but in our home, hearty homemade Bengali
food was a constant. Nightly, we would have mounds of basmati rice, baby eggplants
stewed in spices, collard greens, and turnips. Best of all were the nights where she made
Kashmiri rogan josh, a lamb dish she’d whip together in a pressure cooker, the whistle
propped up with a wooden spoon and screaming every five minutes on a Friday afternoon.

My mother loved to cook. She would food on our plate and makes chutneys from scratch.
When you scooped the last of your rice up with a fork, she’d instinctively know and pop up
next to you, holding another cup of steaming rice. Usually, she’d dump it onto your plate
without waiting for an answer. My mother’s rheumatoid arthritis developed when I was six,
and it slowly took over a lot of her energy and spirit. She was still an influential and
amazing woman I looked up to, but she slowly became more tired and isn’t able to partake
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in her hobby of cooking as frequently. It took a few months before I craved my mom’s rich,
Bengali food. Restaurant Bengali food is too oily, too bland, with too much cream, and too
few of my mom’s recognizable cooking quirks. I miss things that hardly matter, like how her
potatoes always ended up crescent-moon shaped or the way her parathas were always
square and puckered.

As I’ve gotten older, I’ve been trying to learn my mom’s recipes myself. She got her recipes
from my grandmother who died more than a decade ago in Bangladesh and who used to
make the most delicate little pats of paneer. My mom has been cooking for maybe 30 years,
but, unfortunately, in the three years I’ve been cooking, I’ve learned I have no instincts in
the kitchen. I panic if more than one burner is on at a time and if there isn’t a concrete
recipe, I can’t wing it.

My mother’s measurements are not based on any commonly used metric. To her, a
teaspoon is the size of the white plastic spoon with the snapped-off handle that she uses in
all of the containers in her spice drawer that originally came from a Dairy Queen blizzard
when I was 8 or 9. A tablespoon is anywhere between two or three of the ‘teaspoons.’ A cup
is a cup she uses to scoop basmati rice out of the five-gallon plastic tub in the pantry on the
bottom shelf. It’s completely a mystery where the cup came from, but it is cloudy and
cracked and significantly smaller than an actual cup.
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Is there a point when you stop needing your mom? I want to know if it will happen before
she dies, or if she’ll go and I’ll be left figuring out how to live without her. My dad talks
about dying with typically alarming frequency. A few weeks ago, he said, “My body will
never be what it once was,” and then continued talking on the handset to my mom — but
it’s my mom whose death I’m more concerned about. In terms of being needed, my mom
will never get a break. My dad sometimes won’t eat unless my mom is home to eat food
with him; even something as simple as a sandwich requires the company.

My mother doesn’t talk about death - it’s too sad for our conversations. I can’t help thinking
about it. This anxiety started growing a few months ago when I noticed how little I am
capable of doing on my own. I still ask her about how to appropriately do laundry, she still
buys me leggings if they’re on sale, and she gets this rare herb shipped in from Bangladesh
that I have no idea where else to get outside of her pantry.

These holes in my knowledge are terrifying enough, but what about all the things I don’t
know that I don’t know? Sheer chai, for example, is the most disgusting product Bangladesh
has ever produced... but will I one day wish I knew how to make it?

When you emigrate, you end up being the last person to touch a lot of your family history.
Somewhere along the line, we’ll forget my mom’s maiden name. We’ll forget what her actual
name was before she changed it when she moved. We’ll lose language and the way to write
in Bengali. I can’t pull all of this information out of her, and I can’t carry all of it after she’s
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gone, and I panic when I think about how impossible it feels to one day not need her. The
least I can do is try to cook.
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Somesha P.

I would like to think that I’m just a simple person with simple interests. To be honest,
finding words for this prompt was kind of hard because I’ve never really liked talking about
myself. Usually, I follow one principal quote by Mahatma Gandhi and that is to be the
change that you want to see in the world. Yes, this quote is frequently used, but I just feel
that it speaks volumes.

Originally, I’m from a country located on the coast of South America called Guyana. Not
many people know about it so when I tell them where I’m from, they confuse it with Ghana.
Sea, sun, and sand are usually the things people think about when they hear about the
Caribbean, but it is so much more. I would like to think that my country is a little gem
because of all the wonders I’ve seen there. One people, one nation, one destiny is our motto
which we live by back home in Guyana. I moved to Canada about eight months ago and I’m
still trying to adjust to the new setting here, especially the weather!

As Po Bronson once said, “Interest evolves into hobbies or volunteer work, which grows into
passions. It takes time, more time than anyone imagines.” This quote particularly refers to
my hobby of writing. I wouldn’t describe myself as a planned writer, instead, I just put
whatever I think onto paper hoping it makes sense. I’m an avid music listener who doesn’t
limit herself to one particular genre, I like to explore each because there is something
special about each of them. Reading is another pastime of mine, from the classics to
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fantasy, I enjoy each genre. Recently, I have a newfound interest in photography, so I’ve
decided to pursue that as well. Apart from that, volunteering holds a special place in my
heart because every helping hand contributes to a change in the world and that’s important.
I’ve always tried to commit myself to a cause that would be playing a part in helping people.
For two years, I’ve joined the Guyana blood donation services to help with the collection of
blood for those in need and to date and that venture has been successful.

Starting later September, I’m going to be a high school senior and I don’t know how that’s
going to be, but I’ve chosen to remain optimistic about it. During these times it can be very
hard for many of us to remain motivated and connected, but I do hope that everything soon
becomes normal so we can all co-exist in a safe environment and get back to our lives. Well
wishes always!
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Sophia A.
My Dance Journey
I love the feeling of being backstage with my dance peers with butterflies flying around in
my tummy. I start to hear the piece of music end, meaning that I’m up next. I get a big
adrenaline rush and step on stage into the bright lights. I have a big smile and look up to
the top balcony as I was always taught to do. The music starts and my body moves to the
music so naturally, without having to think what comes next. Out of the corner of my eye, I
see my dance teacher standing in the wings smiling at her dancers that she has seen grow
tremendously over the years. The feeling of dancing on stage is unlike no other. I am going
to tell you about my dance journey and my passion for dance!

My dance journey started pretty much right when I started to walk! When I was finally old
enough, my parents had signed me up for my first dance class, as I was creative and
energetic.

I instantly fell in love. I enjoyed performing, and expressing myself in creative, new ways.
Little did my parents know that my love for dance would develop into a strong passion, and
ballet would teach me valuable skills for my future. Ballet starts with basic steps; plies,
tendus and more. Ballet also teaches patience and precision right from the get-go. You have
to be motivated to get the basic steps flawless before moving onto harder, more interesting,
steps.
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Learning ballet is similar to building a house. Your foundation in the basic steps must be
strong before you can start building off to try harder steps. Similarly, the foundation of a
house must be strong and well thought out before finishing up the fancier parts of the
house. When I started to get older, I finally understood and appreciated the basic classes
that I’d taken in the past, even though they seemed boring at the time. As a more mature
dancer, you can start expressing yourself more and start to find your style that suits you.

Although ballet is beautiful and teaches many lessons, there are also harsh pressures that
come along with it. As I got older, there was more pressure to look a certain way in the
ballet world. I am five foot two! I don’t have elegant, long legs like so many professionals
that I see. My ballet teacher taught me to work with what I have and to persevere even when
I felt discouraged. My ballet teacher has taught me through all the levels of the Royal
Academy of Dance, including putting me through my Advanced 2 examination this August the highest level. I was originally scheduled to take my exam in April, but it was postponed.
I had to stay motivated and strong through the spring and summer to complete my goal. On
August 23rd, I completed my exam, and I was so happy and proud! It was such a rewarding
way to say goodbye to my dance journey for now.
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Tulja G.
“Love all, Serve all”- Vasant Rao Kulkarni
The well-respected American writer and newspaper publisher Harry Golden once said,
“The only thing that overcomes hard luck is hard work.” You may be wondering, how does
this quote correlate to my life and even the topic of this very letter? My family is my most
precious asset therefore my roots are my greatest inspiration.

This is the story of my maternal grandfather Vasanth Rao Kulkarni who I used to call Ajja
with the utmost endearment. Ajja was born in an austere village called Manor, located in a
state of India called Karnataka. Having the responsibility of eleven other siblings, Ajja
worked day and night throughout school and college to obtain viable grades while also
tutoring younger students in order to support his widowed mother. In India, the father’s
breadwinning duties are passed on to the sons of the household once the father is unable to
work or has passed on. Growing up in a village with vile surroundings, scarcely sufficient
meals, and seldom access to clean water, Ajja and his family faced many struggles growing
up. There were times when the village could not produce enough harvest to earn an
adequate amount of money; hence, families lived off of a cup of rice with one glass of water
a day, keeping in mind that this had to feed the entire family - twelve people in Ajja’s
household. Ajja, his siblings, along with their mother lived in a small hut-like house where
there were no washrooms or showers. A member of the family would walk to a well every
single day in order to fetch minimal clean water for the family. This water was used for
many purposes. At the age of eighteen, Ajja graduated and married my grandmother, whom
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I call Ajji. They moved out of Manor and settled in a state called Hyderabad in a district
named Malakpet. Ajja and Ajji were both passionate about education and became teachers.
Ajja joined as a social studies teacher in an elementary school and Ajji became the principal
and head of the education department. They had five children, my mother being the second
eldest. Each person in the household was awake bright and early at 4:30AM. Ajji would wake
up at 3AM to shower, cook for the family, perform her prayers, and catch the earliest bus
around 6:30AM to go to work. The children, along with Ajja, left the house by 7AM as they
were dropped off at school and Ajja would head to work. The family would walk a minimum
of ten kilometers a day as they could not afford public transport for each member of the
family, Ajji being an exception.

The result of my Ajja and Ajji’s hard work is a benevolent family who believes that there is
no greater pleasure than serving society. This was Ajja’s principal. Though he had hectic
working hours, Ajja helped Ajji in every single aspect of running the household, from
cooking to getting the children ready for school. In fact, in India, female students are
required to braid their hair for school, and so Ajja would braid the hair of four daughters to
save Ajji time. His generosity, affection, and love for education raised five children, three of
whom are doctors, my mother included. His children are the epitome of his vision to serve
society. Unfortunately, Ajja passed away on September 26, 2018. Though the date is still
some time away, we follow the lunar calendar, hence September 3, 2020 marks two years.
Although Ajja is no more in the physical form, I, along with the rest of my family, adhere to
his teachings about gratitude and giving nature. One of the reasons I enrolled for this
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volunteering program is because I truly believe that there is no greater way to make my Ajja
proud than to serve and bring smiles to faces. In his remembrance, my family has started a
fund to collect donations and send to parts of India where girls do not have easy access to
education or educational necessities. Many households in India do not have computers,
hence an abundance of students were not able to attend online classes during these
unprecedented times. We believe that because Ajja was an educator himself, this project will
genuinely make him proud as he believed that each and every woman in India should
receive a proper education. That is why he encouraged two of his daughters and one son to
pursue the study of medicine, despite the unbearable expenses.

The thought may cross your mind about how this piece has to be about me. So, why did I
choose to write about my grandfather? This is because Ajja is my greatest inspiration and I
abide by his teachings of loving all and serving all. My family is the most important thing in
my life and truly a perfect representation of who I am and what I believe. I aspire to be a
doctor, preferably a surgeon. Ajja believed that family responsibilities should not hinder a
woman’s career growth. Thus, he was Ajji’s strongest support. What better way to live Ajja’s
principle than to serve others for a living?
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